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more to do than to put his thoughts upon paper, exhibiting
first each Poet's life, and then subjoining a critical examina-
tion of his genius and works. But when he began to write,
the subject swelled in such a manner, that instead of prefaces
to each poet, of no more than a few pages, as he had
originally intended, he produced an ample, rich, and most
entertaining view of them in every respect. The booksellers,
justly sensible of the great additional value of the copy-right,
presented him with another hundred pounds, over and above
two hundred, for which his agreement was to furnish such
prefaces as he thought fit.
On Monday, March 19,1 arrived in London, and on Tues-
day, the 20th, met him in Fleet-street, walking, or rather in-
deed moving along; for his peculiar march is thus described
in a very just and picturesque manner, in a short Life2 of
him published very soon after his death: - *When he walked
the streets, what with the constant roll of his head, and the
concomitant motion of his body, he appeared to make his
way by that motion, independent of his feet.' That he was
often much stared at while he advanced in this manner, may
easily be believed; but it was not safe to make sport of one so
robust as he was. Mr Langton saw him one day, in a fit of
absence, by a sudden start, drive the load off a porter's back,
and walk forward briskly, without being conscious of what
he had done. The porter was very angry, but stood still, and
eyed the huge figure with much earnestness, till he was satis-
fied that his wisest course was to be quiet, and take up his
burthen again.
Our accidental meeting in the street after a long separa-
tion was a pleasing surprize to us both. He stepped aside
with me into Falcon-court, and made kind inquiries about
my family, and as we were in a hurry going different ways, I
promised to call on him next day; he said he was engaged
to go out in the morning. 'Early, Sir?' said I. JOHNSON,
'Why, Sir, a London morning does not go with the sun.*
I waited on him next evening, and he gave me a great
portion of his original manuscript of his Lives of the Poets,
which he had preserved for me.
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